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Go forth and find what noise is in the streets,

What rumours and how tempered on men's tongues :

When I pass out among them I will take

Some fifty with me to my guard, and ride

As might their king ride.    Be it proclaimed abroad

In mine own name and Maitland's and Argyle's

Two thousand pounds shall pay that good man's pains

Who shall produce the murderers of our king

For just and sudden judgment    In few days,

If Mar be not mine unfriend and his own,

Who holds the keys of Stirling; we shall pass

With some of counsel thither, and there bide

Till the first reek of rumour have blown by,

Then call in spring our parliament again.

Hepburn.   Your heart of hope is great; with God

to friend,
A man could speed no better than your hope.

Bothwell.    I tell thee, God is in that man's right

hand

Whose heart knows when to strike and when to stay.
I swear I would not ask more hope of heaven
Than of mine own heart which puts fire to me    .
And of mine own eye which discerns my day.
And seeing the hope wherein I go now forth
Is of their giving, if I live or die,
With God to friend or unfriend, quick or dead
I shall not wake nor sleep with them that fear
Whose lives are as leaves wavering in a wind,
But as a man foiled or a man enthroned
That was not fooled of fortune nor of fear.     \Exeunt*